THE NEW MACHIAVELLI

It stirs me now to recall it.

I became a battleground of impulses and inhibi-
tions.

"Thank you/' said my cousin, and moved a little
away from me.

She began to talk about friendship, and lost her
thread and forgot the little electric stress between us
in a rather meandering analysis of her principal girl
friends.

But afterwards she resumed her purpose*

I went to bed that night with one proposition over-
shadowing everything else in my xnhul, namely, that
kissing my cousin Sybil was a difficult but not impos-
sible achievement. I do not recall any shadow of a
doubt whether on the whole it was worth doing. The
thing had come into my existence, disturbing and in-
terrupting its flow exactly as a fever does- Sybil had
infected me with herself.

The next day matters caxnc to a crisis in the little
upstairs sitting-room which had been assigned me as
a study during my visit. I was working up there, or
rather trying to work in spite of the outrageous caper-
ing of some very primitive elements in my brain,
when she came up to me, under the transparent pre-
text of looking for a book.

I turned round and then got up at the sight of her.
I quite forget what our conversation was about, but I
know she led me to believe I might kiss her. Then
when I attempted to do so she averted her face*

"How could you ?" she said; "I didn't mean that!"

That remained the state of our relations for two
days. I developed a growing irritation with and re-
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